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See me not in my photos,
but in the photos I take.
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Damascus
and my Fullmoon
are one and the same lovet.
She loves me, but
she 1s not in love
with me ...
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The photo gpposite is the historical Syrian parliament’s building, Damascus, circa 1966.
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THE TALE

Forty-four years from now, Facebook will
most likely be much different, if not
obsolete.

I met her forty-four years ago, before
the time of Facebook. I was a science post-
graduate student and she was a professor of
philosophy, thirteen years my senior. A
shared love of poetry brought us together
despite living in different countries. We
corresponded for months. She moved to
my city after obtaining a sabbatical to
lecture at my university. The tumultuous
affair that followed gave me the best time
of my life. She was my soul mate, my
triend, my lover and the love of my life.
Then one Valentine’s Day, she ended it. 1
turned up with a bunch of Damask roses to
hear her announce that it was over.

Nowadays, forty-four years later, I
still feel her loss. Whenever I use Facebook,
Messenger or Skype, I think of the agony of
waiting for her letters to arrive by snail mail.
I also ask myself, “‘What would it be like to
have an affair that starts and ends within a
tew weeks rather than a few years, all
courtesy of modern technology?’
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ONE IN A BILLION

A few days ago I was browsing the latest
Facebook post of a respected friend and
wanted to ‘like’ it. I noticed that the post
was very recent and no one had commented
yet. Well, here I went, happy to be the first
one to like it, and ‘clicked’ on that familiar
icon. Lo and behold! Instantaneously my
name appeared alongside the name of my
lover of forty-four years ago. I have always
thought our love was a chance in a billion
that she squandered.

I was startled to see that both of us
were reading and enjoying the same thing at
the same time. You can imagine my surprise
when I was expecting my name to pop up,
but saw the other name for an instant,
before our two names appeared side by
side.

Now, this Facebook coincidence,
should I call it ‘another chance in a billion’?
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THE READER

Many women leafed through
the pages of my book,

but you are the one who read it.
I saw them glancing ...
touching the writing,

but I wondered why

the words spoke only to you.

A little bird told me
you feel the soul of things.
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THE SWEETNESS OF DEATH

I die a hundred deaths
before receiving

your first message of the day.
When I do,

I die again.

The deaths before are
aching for you.

The death after is
longing for you.

MY DEAR

Since you started your email with
‘My Dear’,

the taste of words became sweeter.
Letters danced with joy!
Competing, they changed partners.
When they levelled on the page,

I started reading them ‘My Love’.
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A DREAM

It has been a balmy night.
Dawn approaches ...

I am still trying to sleep.

I lie alone naked,

enjoy the faint breeze
wafting in.

Through the window

I glance at the moon

when she beckons,

then goes behind the clouds.

I see you next to me;

our legs entwined,

your breasts grazing my chest,

your head weighing on my shoulder.
I kiss your brows,

stroke your hair.
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AN EMAIL EXCHANGE
A Very Short Play

& T have a dream.

Q T have a dream too ...
3 Is it my dream?

@ 1 like your dream.

& This was not my question,
intelligent lady!
You could always say yes or no.

Q The answer is in the affirmative. ©
3 So?

@ A difficult one to navigate.

d What do you mean?

Q Not sure what to do with the dream.

d Have you ever heard your own
heartbeats?

Q Yes, particularly when hyper-excited.
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& Like T am now!
Do we still have to hide behind emails?

Q@ T am not one to hide.

&' 1 did not mean that. 1 said we.
Initiative is nice coming from either side.

Q Understood!
I would like to meet you face to face.
In saying this I can hear my heart beat a
bit louder than usual.

& When?
Q In two days.

3 T now understand what they mean by
phrases such as ‘two days is a very long
time’.

It is going to be the longest time in my
life. I don’t know how they will pass.

¢ Oh my dear, I totally understand!
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TIME IN THE SPACE OF LOVE

Whenever time shrinks

to bring us together

my heart expands

with love and purity.

I would cancel time altogether
and start the big bang of the heart.
With you, my woman,

I challenge the universe

and the facts of natural selection.
You are my primordial seed and
the perpetual evolution.

No earth beneath you,

above you no sky.

In your arms, I don’t care

about beginnings or

the afterlife.
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THE RETURN OF ISHTAR

What is going on?

How could an outworn, disused
name from the ancient past,

that they gave thousands of women,
return to me so that I find it

the most beautiful name?

I see you now and stand witness that
there is no Ishtar other than you.
No Ishtar other than you.

No Ishtar other than you ...

Oh, most beautiful of them all!

A CHALLENGE TO ISHTAR

A humble, infatuated lover of hers had this
to say when Ishtar, the Goddess, bestowed
upon him a few of her compliments:

The beauty is not in the face, but
in how you look at it.

The beauty is not in the mouth, but
in how your lips play with it.

The beauty is not in the body, but
in how you make love to it.

FULLMOON 31 ya4



lad

vz Lall

(Flg @W) umy (ya (gweis kol
NEXOMES iy

03590 slag Jodly Juude]

el laall i

2ag¥ gl o]

3lsal Lole (K

Gy bzl 753

el ) gaaws 3

¢luwe
PR RYS
Sadd) als down glaiw

Leadie IO i cn>
lgile ) &z b

FULLMOON 32 ya4



RITUALS

This morning

I cleanse myself of
burdens past and future,
I anoint my body,

wash with rosewater,
wear soft cotton,

don my elegant garment
on which I pin my yearnings.
The joy of the present
overwhelms me

as I walk to meet you.

EVENING

This evening

a smile lingers

above the twilight’s summit
when the crescent

lounges, elated

in the shadow of

a star near me!
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THE DAWN

You wake up in me;
the dawn takes on
a different colour!

WAKING UP BESIDE YOU

I always wondered
what it would be like
to wake up and

find you by my side.

And when it happened
I wondered how

to keep you

forever!
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LUNAR BIRTH

Oh Fullmoon!

You shine today over

the balcony of my joy

in perfect glow;

how sweet it is that

I bathe in your light.

This stillness,

this darkness

surrounding us:

all the world is now ours.
There are no human shadows,
and I know you keep a secret.
This evening come naked

and flow over me,

kiss my forehead and let us
await the birth of perpetual love.
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THE RISE OF A FULL MOON

Today you rise for me,

a full moon

after which no moon

shall shine in the sky.

True love is rare, but

surely attainable.

You are my long-awaited fruit.
Ripe, I pick you today.

MY POEM

My Fullmoon,

you are the loveliest
poem in my life.

So, every day

I inscribe

my longing for you
in my words.
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INVITATION

I invited you to

take a look at

the full moon.

You went to your balcony
and looked at the sky.

You should have looked in the mirror.

THE SHIRT

When I was taking off my shirt tonight
I smelled your scent on it.

I think it will be a very long time before
it goes in the wash again.
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EXALTATION

Glorious is the morning

When it begins with you.

Glorious is the day when it concludes
with the splendour of your smile.
Glorious is the evening

when the night is made endless by you.
Glorious is your love

that lights up my sky.
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THE CROSSING

You are a Damask rose—
layers of scent,

strands of light,

staining your colour.

And I am a traveller

in search of my love.

I arrive at your body.

I follow

roads short and long,

lanes narrow and wide.

I climb hills and slide into valleys.
I stop to marvel

at the splendour of it all.
When you open the door

I see my Fullmoon shining.

FULLMOON 45 ya4



TOGETHER

the leaves whisper,

we invoke love at sunset,

and now the rocks talk ...
mountains and trees bear witness
and the water reaches for the shore.

the branches touch us,

light shimmers the surface —

now green, brown, now orange, blue,
glittering shades chase

the remains of the sun.

together ...
before clothed in darkness.
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A RARE ROSE

In my exiled

barren homelands,

you bloom alone ...

a Damask rose.

Your lines are my feelings.

Your colour is my blood.

You bathe me in pleasure—

our bodies quiver with one heart,
soar to the summit.
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FIRE

You slip into my fabric

threads of a song I am weaving ...
A myth to sedate the body.

You insist on seeking

the highest branches,

but excesses are part of love.
Wander as you please inside

the rooms of my poisoned heart.
They are built of the fragments of
my yearning and torment.

Devour me, swallow me

like fire!

I am seduced by hell and

have no faith in the delusions

of those preaching paradise.
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GOOD MORNING

at dawn

you lie

arms spread,

breasts full and round,
nipples rise to

kiss the first

threads of light.

YOUR LOVE GARDEN

cloudy, this sky

where my soul soars ...

until I land in the garden of your love
and see the sun shine again

and you the full moon in

the darkness of my days.

FULLMOON 53 ya4



W Lle

vz leall lin

(g lal e claylal Sigliliu
(S L3 L

ot = e palol islidiag
Ll slas o diud Lo cd3e¥
Loz 390y caslis U e

Sy e

(Grue e (el

@ med B 0581 35
Ll Tas

Bolad! s

Groe dslasg

FULLMOON 54 ya4



THE FLUTE PLAYERS

this morning ...

your fingertips, one by one, shall

tap on my body’s yearnings,

as if playing a flute.

my fingertips, one by one, shall

tap on your body’s moans

those songs of ours you've forgotten ...
perhaps the love you killed returns.

ON MY CHEST

You sleep on my chest,

the universe turns into

a grain of wheat in my hand.
It sprouts spikes,

inscribing on my palm

a line for love,

a line for peace,

a line for happiness,

and my life becomes longer.
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LUST AND LOVE

Don’t let love scare you,

even if they brand it a monster.
Your weapons, my dear,

are more formidable.

Flout them and enjoy your lust,
even if for a fleeting moment.
Love him as he loves you.

Lust is short-lived, and

love endures!

DEDICATED

I am hostage to

my persisting heart.
It beats east,

it beats west,

it beats south,

it beats north,

but always settles
between your breasts!
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YOU

you dwell in my soul

till my veins

leaving no void for

my imagination to revisit.
you are my reality and
my dream.

THE CAPTIVE

Thus walks the captive
whenever he longs for embrace:
a string ties him to you—

he thinks captivity is freedom.
Whenever he strays far from you
he is bound to return.
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UNIVERSAL HARMONY

I read between the lines

the imprints of your thoughts ...

No madam, I don’t read your mind.
Some universe flows in our veins—
those fables we write,

verses we compose and recite ...
glorifying ambiguity,

born after every difficult labour.

We suffer, enjoy and bear fruit again.
We long for a scrap of love,

despite the drought.

And a drop of tenderness

whilst our sky burns for rain.

We savour the taste of hot bread

as we bathe in flesh and blood.

We enjoy the pulse in our veins.

We are struck by the glow of the eyes.
Oh, you who denies ...

Throw away your worn garment and
receive the sun with a new heart!
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DOUBLE CONFINEMENT
With Respect to Abul Ala’ Al-Ma ‘arri

I wear you like a second skin.
My mind inhales your soul,
entwines it with mine.

I am an inmate

of two prisons:

yours and mine ...

Forgive me Abul Ala’ if my prison is
a fine woman of flesh and blood.

I see the wotld in her and

never zsolate myself.
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A WOMAN NONPAREIL

The beauty of your mind speaks to me.
The sight of your glamour never leaves me.
The taste of your kiss lingers.

The scent of your sweat persists.

The feel of your softness inflames me.

The sounds of your pleasure resonate.
And your love constantly shines.

How could you hesitate?

LIGHT

Every dawn, I open my eyes
thankful for the abundance I find.
I see that life has given me

more than I deserve.
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TEMPTATION

Oh Fullmoon, my darling!

You come dressed in fourteen layers
masking your shimmering nakedness.
On the first night you take off one piece
to appear a thread of crescent moon.
Each night following, you take off another.
My yearning mounts, and mounts—
torments me;

I am almost there, I reach for you

only to realise that you are

far away, unattainable half-moon.

The nearer I am, the longer

the passage of time.

On the fourteenth night, you reveal

the full splendour of your light

and you remain impossible.

You invite me, while already

dressing in the first layer of darkness.
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A DILEMMA

You told me that no one understood you as
I did, but when our relationship became
intimate, my deep understanding worried
youl

SHOTS WITHOUT A GUN

I am wounded,

my remains scattered.

One shot ...

Two shots ...

And a bird,

once the master of the sky,
falls.

No arrow or bullet struck me.
The trigger was an arm that
no longer embraced me.
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BED

Sleep, my dear, sleep.

Your bed has been my demise, a ruin
since you ordered my execution.

Feast your eyes on my bleeding wounds,
unwind over my corpse,

smash my bones.

Sleep, my dear, sleep.

Don’t dream of our love moans.

Don’t dream of my sorrows.

After you, I extinguished all my dreams.
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DEFEAT

At the moment of my defeat,

she draws her pen

over the eyelashes of my memory.
She writes fragments from

the remains of my body.

She utters the colours

all muddled up,

tor how else could

the blue be on my lips and

the red in my eyes?

THE FLOOD

Oh woman!

After you, there shall be no other.
Don’t avert your eyes ...

I want to see in them

the rivers of my yearning flood!

FULLMOON 73 ya4



P a—

<als

B Ldge Gy

U1 Lol A Tue el ¢l

eyt Fy Gy izl 2ulane

B0 Jladl cplasis

oyt A8, 4 e (o el (x5

b (e gl Lo S5 eyl

) el e adle gue (nidaty
o,y s Jumslly (3L

Jddy ymall i (ST Bgdddl el (e ga9
celnlys § 55T cale e 0sSle I J8
Lroyao Ty 315 @ 0SBl

Lolla> gulams o1 &)

NETU{ Y IPPSIOPRLIPON BVE i 5 )

I8l cye i1y 43 . S35 JLBg L85

e &3 BTyl Lo iy 1350 900 faue 39 S
Sy Bl Lpd caan Lis

"5 el Jot @ oy ¥ LT . caasal

FULLMOON 74 ya4



DOSSIER

Our friend warns me ...

You are a tyrant, sadistic and selfish,
unreliable and moody—

now you want, now you don’t,

this you want, this you don’t.

You wear men like shoes

then toss them over

the balcony of your vanity.

You tempt your man with all your charm,
only to accuse him of ogling you.
You enjoy love-making in the evening, and
cut him on the point of climax

just before dawn.

Our friend said I would just be
another dossier in your filing cabinet.
That you would damage me forever,
if not leave me in utter ruin.

I would die of your neglect.

He said and he said and he said ...
As if he were one of your victims!

I replied, perplexed,

with tears in my eyes,

'In her, I saw another woman ...
made love to another woman.

Shush, for me the night is still young!'
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TWO WOMEN IN ONE

Forgive me madam if I declare my love.
I did not know that

throwing roses is, to you, akin to
throwing spikes and daggers.

I did not know that love is only a dream.
That you are ruthless and calculating,
and exploiting my feelings.

I did not know that you speak

only to advance yourself.

I did not know you would wear me

for a day or two, then abandon me

to ancient history ...

Despite this, I saw in you another woman,
to whom you are a formidable foe.

I saw that you are a master fighter,

and that self-destruction is worse than
cutting the jugular vein.

I'love you, because I tasted your honey.
I know that you don’t mean to fight me.
I hate you, because you

deprived us of your genuine self.

I love you, because I know

that you don’t know.
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A BATH

My lover asked me to give her a bath.
By the time I filled the tub

she had left me for another man.

SPACE

She emailed, ‘Don’t think I don’t care, but I
have not been contacting you because I

thought you needed your space.’
I replied, “You are my space!’

OBSESSION

She emailed again,
‘Why are you so obsessed with me?’
I replied, ‘Because, I am obsessed with life!”
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THE STORM

After the storm settles

I'lean on you as if

our love had no origin

and nothing had transpired between us.
You rest on my thought’s shoulder

and memories glitter

all around me ...

I break up my yearning for you

so your fingertips can pick up the roses.

PHANTOM

Your phantom shimmers.

It strikes me,

pulls me like a hook,

and I am the dragged fish ...
I feel the line shorten

and, suddenly, over the sand
I flounder ...
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THE MAD DUO

You arise from my being

a shimmer, a radiance and a fact,
despite your distance

as far away as the sun.

Are you Beirut?

Or Damascus with its
burgeoning jasmine?

I see you despite the smoke
engulfing our homelands,

and I see that your eyes
envelope the universe.

You arise ...

I arose when you opened

your eyes to me

and let me indulge

my madness.

Painting is an art.

Poetry is an art.

Love is an art.

My catch is that I am in love with all arts.
My catch is that I am like you—
mad!
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A TOKEN QUESTION

Don’t ask ‘How are you?r” when

you read sadness in my words.

I have been heartbroken since

you inscribed the sorrow in my eyes.
You turned our love to a battleground.
Whenever I light a candle

to bring us together,

you ignite the fire of my yearnings

to burn what is left of my feelings

and I fall for you again.

MORNING RECALL

This morning

you wake up to your loneliness.

I know this.

And I know that my loneliness is greater,
because I am thinking of youl!
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THE VASE

We were an elegant vase

with Damask roses.

You insisted on breaking us.
The bonding glass shattered.
The water of life spilled.
Happiness withered.

Peace vanished.

Love, bewildered, lingered on
waiting for a second chance.

A TYRANT

He who assassinates
your final hope in life
1s the worst tyrant.

If you survive,

you could be
crippled forever.
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YOUR WAY

I told you what

I had to say ...

You listened,

but only heard what
you had to say.

SHATTERED GLASS

It is my soul that

I gave you, which

you smashed and

threw away.

I am now shattered glass,
only useful for
self-inflicted wounds.
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MONTREUX MY MIRACLE

Dawn brightens the shore of
Lake Geneva in Montreux.

A cool breeze touches my skin.
Roses send me fragrant messages.
Swans flirt with me, as I admire
the shimmering surface.
Cottages scatter among the
dense trees on the hills.
Snow-capped peaks shine
through the lifting fog.

They beckon.

But it 1s you

who I see beside me.

It 1s the smile

shining in your eyes

that reveals the beauty

around me.

At that moment I received
your fragrant message.
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LAKE LUGANO

Oh, my love, my beautiful Fullmoon!
This lake is your reflection,

showing me that you are always there.
And I love your ways:

a half-moon other times.

Though you are always on my mind,
and you nestle in my soul,

I will await your fullness.

For I want you whole!
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. __ “Youhesitate, you falterand .

— you keep changing your mind.

~~ Weawese.achance in a billion,

—

F_—;—.‘_—_——'

LAKE STMORITZ . . ..
= —

Oh, elegant swan on the lake!

Your whiteness is my Fullmoon, i

my sweet love.

It is-yeur-beauty I continue to

see in the life around me.

Ionce told you.

Why don’t' you come back
my darling, and give us
another chance?

Otheérwise, just come and i
bite my heart.
I would still say, ‘Good morning’,

my sweetheart! o,
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VALLEY OF THE FALLS

I am dwarfed by this

majestic Swiss land.

The valley stretches

long and narrow.

Mountains rise all around,
snow-capped,

overflowing

with cascading waters.

Clouds hang half-way up

like chandeliers with no ropes.
One of them sways, wavers
then spirals down

for a fleeting moment

to touch me!

It soon compresses,

flies away like a shooting star.
Commands the sky.
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SLEEPLESS

I sip the night in doses,

hoping that sleep will overcome me,
so that I can forget you.

But, my Fullmoon, you

shine like no other,

seduce me from my slumber.
Try as I may, I am unable to
leave your orbit.

You spin me around you

with pure lust—

our exceptional love.

A love we might not have again.
I pour my yearning wine

in the glass of my torment.

Drink, and save us from
the black hole!
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TRUE LOVE

True love is both a

reality and a dream.

It can do with or without

a marriage contract, or

a forgiving partner.

Love is a mind

nourished by a rowdy heart.

A drummer might know

what to do with it

better than an exalted poet.

Love does not benefit from titles
exhibited, true or false, to boast.
I “tight’ with love knowing

that it is the best weapon I have.
Aware that any gain is beyond grasp,
but happy to try.

I try again and again whenever
my Fullmoon shines and departs.
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A FAREWELL KISS

I don’t know what endures
between you and me.

Was it the finishing touch
when I last kissed your temple?

A MOMENT

The spring saddens me,

returning without you,

denying me the solace of waiting,

I remain victim of the moment
when, on our love bed, you poured
words of passion.

And a promise!

HER NAME IS FULLMOON

Fullmoon,

Until you return to me, my love, I have only
your reflection shining in my dark sky of
longing and patience.
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A MISTAKE

I'loved you beyond

the kingdom of feelings,

and raised you beyond

the known universe ...

But you are not good at

soaring to these heights.

You take a step forward,

ten backward.

Flounder right and left.

Me? I am no good at dithering.
Will not squander

lavish opportunities.

I shall blow your dust from me,
keep my body and soul intact
from your absurd vanity.

I will unearth for them

a dwelling that knows itself,
that exudes the smell of jasmine
and dances to the music of hope.
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THE SEARCH FOR
A GENUINE LOVER

I found you, but

I am still looking for you,

tor you hide yourself

behind a planet at

the edge of the universe.

A sun can never hide!

Take not for granted the one
who lives by your light:

losing you is a matter of life and death.
I choose life ...

I know life is fine in your shadow.
But who are you?

Do you really exist?

Will my feelings rekindle

the spark of life in you?

I will fail, and fail, and fail ...
seventy odd times and more.

But one day, I may succeed.
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MEMORY

The most elegant rose

in my garden

reminds me of you.

I planted it with my hands
and nurtured it with my soul.
Today I pick two blossoms.
I put them on my desk,

to watch them open.

I smell their scent,

I live your taste and

see you again ...

My chosen one!

MOANING

You moan

from overwhelming ecstasy
when I explode in you

a memoty ...

derived from

an ancient homeland.
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SEEDS

together we composed a special love poem.
we recited its verses like singing a melody.
but with every note, I watched
a seed of estrangement fall.
seeds I would never sow.
when you deserted me,
your love endured.
love endured.
endured.
end ...
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WINDOW

My window to you:

a glance

fleeting chat

word from a friend

rose blossoming into your shape
butterfly dancing to your steps
bird singing for your happiness
image visiting me every night
and 2 moon whenever it is full
glows with light

after you have closed

all doors of hope.

My window to you ...
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ISHTAR

I yearn for the look in your eyes.

I yearn for your scent that dwells in me
drawing me to this fate.

I'long for your tiny balcony

and a cup of coffee

you hand me tenderly.

I'long for your elegance

and all your exquisite things.

I'long for your soft body,

when you uncover your slender figure,
lift your shirt off your breasts and
hasten to a bed that cradled

our love for a few moments.

I ache for your embrace and your kisses,
for the taste of your tongue.

I long to see my desire in your eyes.
I'long to hear the words

you utter in your pleasure.
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I yearn for the shape of love
inscribed on your flesh
when your body curves
along our intimate dancing,.

I'long for your words

your questions

your comments

your attentiveness

your acceptance

your rejection

and even your contradictions.

I long for the red wine you decant
in our two eager glasses

and my recitations of verses
inspired by you.
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WHEN THE MOON FALLS

Today I mourn the fall of the moon
I grieve the nights of sweet talk.

I mark the death of passion

on the pages of a notebook

where, together

we once drew the face of love.
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LAND

I am a waste land.

A land of dearth,

oppression and

carnage.

I am a phantom

in the mind of silence,

a farce and nothing but

a hollow speech

in the Book of Genesis.

Soil cracks beneath me

drained from the nectar

of your mouth.

I have become used to

the seasons of stagnation:

no rain or sun for my roses to bloom.
I am a cadaver in an open grave,
above me there is no sky,

no crows in sight—

a faded corpse.

The slave merchants sold my arteries
to the highest bidder who
rechannelled my blood

to irrigate his land.
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I am the waste land that was one day
a playground for the moon,

a loaf for wine,

a dance for the night.

And I was the dream of youth

of a familiar corner,

an attractive lover,

and a lush orange grove.

And you were Java,

and you were Jerusalem,
Damascus and

the towering of the hills.
Tenderness used to cross my roads
carried over the necks of children,
pride over the shoulders of men.
My narrow lanes were wide enough to play.
Fairouz sang for us,

we opened our windows

to receive her voice.

Some umbilical cord

connected us.
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DAMASCUS

I miss you Damascus.

Get up and receive my yearning heart.
Blow the harmful dust off your gown
and smarten up— jasmine suits your hair.
Adorn your waist with golden strands.

SYDNEY

a breeze shakes tree branches
a kookaburra swings along
carelessly ...

waves break enchanted
leaves dance along

the lake’s silver screen.

I'love you Sydney ...

Oh city of life
sprung from the rocks!
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THE TYRANNY OF GEOGRAPHY

It was this evening on my patio,
relishing my Australian red wine,
watching the sun go down—

fall in the vastness

of this universe—
pulling with him my heart
filling me with rightful awe
of this existence,

that Damascene spoke to me
across thousands of miles,
in an electronic moment,
to confirm that, like me,
she is ‘outside the flock’.
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THE APTNESS OF LOVE

My Damascene friend Laila says,
‘When love becomes you,

you are in my hometown,

Damascus.’

And I say,

‘T am Damascus, and Damascus is me.
Damascus wears me and I wear her ...
Wherever and whenever

a Damascene settles,

love becomes him.’

DAMASCENE JASMINE

Damascene jasmine is
a dangerous drug;
one sniff ...

and lovers fly!
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A ROSE FOR LOVE

A beauty of love is that
when I pick a rose,

I know on whose hair
I would like to pin it.
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YOU KNOCK ON MY DOOR

You knock on my door with

a hand full of Damascene roses,

a heart infused with the scent of

Syrian jasmine in the morning,

thoughts of al-Maghout, Adonis and Nizar,
a voice stretching from

Fayrouz to Asmahan.

How could I, my love, not answer?

I open the door and you smell

my coffee and share it with me.

After, we walk together in the garden—

a painting where you are

my favourite flower.

I smell you, embrace you and kiss your lips
until the flowers cry, envious, and

the fruits fall in fear of my excess.

We retreat into the room
painted with threads of light.
I tell you the story of

a life stolen from us, and

>>>
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a homeland that was our pride and joy.
I recite a poem for you;

tears well in your eyes and

you open your arms like a mother.

I rest my head on

your elegant shoulder

to return a child who would

change the course of history.
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MY WAY INTO YOU

I don’t know you, sir.

You are still a notion travelling
between my doubt and reality;

a mere feeling tickling the blood.

Is it an illusion, longing, lust or love?
You speak love in sublime languages:
prose, poetry, aloud and in whispers, and
a fantasy arousing my yearnings
whenever I go to sleep.

I don’t know you, sir.

I am at a loss where to

put my first step

and run ...
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MY FEMININE SIDE

They will listen to you
playing the sounds of
my words on your lips.
I keep silent.

I know you and I know
that they don’t know.

I am half woman.

And delighted to see in you
my feminine side.

One day you will sing

a tune for me,

make much of me.

I who spent a lifetime
singing your praises.
You discarded me alive!
Will I, when I die,

wake up in your conscience?
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SHOOTING STARS

In this place you are a Damask rose
waking up whenever the dew
touches your cheeks at dawn

to the sound of the call for prayer.

This evening, with the water
spouting from the fountain,
stand still!

You are in the presence of
shooting stars.

I will throw the Aghabani cover
over our dinner table.

Two plates,

two forks,

two knives,

two spoons,

two glasses

and one flower.

I will serve you and

teel proud that I prepared dinner.
One bite,

two bites,

three ...

One kiss,

two kisses ...
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ONE DAY

One day you shall discover me,

a corpse on the same garden bench
where we used to chat in the moonlight.
Sunlight had already kissed your cheeks,
and I had already been with it

to smell your dewy scent.

I shall gather my dust from

the cosmic world and

tollow your steps.

I shall sketch with my eyes

some footprints racing,

like an animated scene in a movie.

For on this trail,

you once walked with me.
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THE LADY OF THE LAKE

the water in our lake has become clear ...
the ferns no longer flirt with its surface
and the palms do not prostrate themselves.
the birds refuse to plunge

and the flowers no longer kiss its face.

the pulse of our lake has ceased to beat;
life’s colour bled from its watet.

the water in the lake has become clear.
I swim alone, gently reproach

the ferns, the palms, the birds.

they say: ‘Once we bowed in love

tfor the Lady of the Lake ...

tor Her alone we painted the water
with the colours of eternity.

no greetings, no plunging, no kisses
and we will not prostrate ourselves
until she returns.’
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STEAM TIME

Difficult, when a train passes ...
and we cannot give in to our yearnings,
cloaked in concord.

We sit in the dining car.

Everyone whispers;

we are their beautiful painting.
Your white dress,

your hat and gloves

in the shade of the red wine bottle.
Your elegant smile floats in

the whispers of the travellers.

The train is speeding

in one direction.

And so is my pulse,

hurtling towards you.

And I hear no echo.
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YOU ARE ALL MY MOTHER

Because I have no mother,

I see her in some women.

I see her in my lover

sharing my concerns.

I see her in my sister when

she tells me about her daughters.
I see her in my aunt when

she treats me as a mother would.
I see her in my friend’s wife when
she prepares our drinks.

I see her in my colleagues when
they greet me smiling, and whenever
a woman’s belly swells

heralding my birth!
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EMPATHY

I feel your pain.

Can you feel mine?

I feel your joy.

Would you share mine?

I offer you a Damask rose.

Will you offer me your fragrance?

WHAT IS IN A NAME?

Your feelings for me

you don't name.

My feelings for you

I shout from the rooftops.
What is in a name?

Let us live ‘it’.
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LOVE
DEMONSTRATIONS

1

A poet starts a piece
about a woman.
You find he is actually

talking about his homeland.

I treated her to a lolly.
The four-year-old girl said,
‘What about my sister?’

You open your hand with
sunflower seeds.

A lorikeet settles on

the tips of your fingers.

It picks one seed,

cracks it,

eats the flesh,

looks in your eyes

and takes another one ...
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He knocks on the door

the first day of the feast.

The old man, in his new kaftan,
goes to answer.

A beggar is asking for

some old rags.

The old man takes off his kaftan
and hands it to the beggar.
Happy Eid.

A meter-parking lot.

He inserts a few coins

and gets a ticket.

A second man arrives

to park his car and

quickly catch the ferry

to the other side of the river.
He asks the first if

he has change of ten dollars.
The first man gives him a few coins
and says, ‘Don’t worry’.

>>>
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¢ ‘What shall I get you
tor your third birthday?’
Her grandmother asked.
The girl, hugging her baby brother,
answered,

‘A teddy bear for my little Jackie.’
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TECHNOLOGY

Her speech came clear
trom the depths of history.
Ishtar has a sweet voice
elegant and enchanting.

Though I had been waiting,
I was not there.

She left a message

on my answering machine.

I felt sad, then realised

I had no reason to be.

The technology would let me
replay the message.

Now until she rings again,
after so many light years,

I hear her sweetness and

my name repeated

every time I press the button.
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A DIGITAL MESSAGE ...

I typed a message for you

on my mobile phone:

‘Happy New Year’,

and I added in my mind:

‘My love’.

I did not press the SEND icon.
My message dissipated, but
you stayed in my mind,

in those eatly hours of

the new year.

WHAT A PITY

When I wake up in the morning, I check
Facebook and delight in seeing those green
dots lit up next to names of dear friends,
confirming that they are alive and kicking.

Unfortunately, Facebook seems to be
the principal method of ‘communication’
nowadays.

I miss the good old telephone!
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THE TORMENTING ICON

The green circle glows

next to your name on SKYPE.
I know you are there,

but I don’t contact you ...

I wait.

When will you catch my circle
while it glows for you,

and click on the phone icon?
I wait.

I check on your presence
throughout the night,

dream of hearing the voice I love.
But the night comes to a close
and your light disappears,

telling me that

to idolize you is

a waste of energy,

time and

feelings.

And 1 wait!
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CLOSED UNTIL
FURTHER NOTICE

the feelings are frozen

the words have fallen silent
the ink has dried

the pages remain blank

the memorties are lost,

all his hobbies suicided—

my friend tells me that tomorrow
he will turn the last page

and close this shop

consigned to a deserted corner
of Facebook’s Lane.
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DOTS ON THE LETTERS

My real ‘Fullmoon’ inspired most of this
work. She died a long time ago. My fictional
‘Fullmoon’ lives on. She sometimes appears
as ‘Ishtar’, or takes other names not
mentioned here.

In Arabic we say, ‘To put the dots on the
letters ...” This means to state in the best
way possible what one would like to
express.

I owe the refinement of this work to my
dear friend Liat Kirby who helped me put
the right dots on the right letters.

I thank Raghda Nahas-Elzein for her

valuable review of the Arabic version.

I am grateful to Louise Wakeling for her
comments and suggestions.

I acknowledge the contribution of Laila
Kamalmaz for her words I quoted (p128)
and translated (p129).
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OTHER WORKS BY RAGHID NAHHAS

The Poem of Istanbul. Nahhas’ translation of Qassidat

Istanbul, by Jihad Elzein, in a bilingual collection,
Bada’e’, Beirut 2016.

Verses across the Tasman. Translations to Arabic of
contemporary poetry from Australia and New Zealand.
Kalimat Publications, Sydney 2015.

Tallon wa Sharar (Dew and Spatrks). In Arabic. A
collection of Raghid’s writings, including short stories
and articles with focus on social and intellectual critique
from a humanist’s perspective. 328 pages. Kalimat
Publications. Sydney 2013.

Your Name is My Memory. Poems by Khalid al-Hilli
translated by Raghid Nahhas. Papyrus Publishing,
Melbourne 2012.

Arabesque of Love. Poems by Maher Kheir translated
by Raghid Nahhas. Papyrus Publishing, Melbourne
2010.

Friday, Sunday: the Story of a City on the
Mediterranean. A book by Khalid Ziadé translated by
Raghid Nahhas. Kalimat Publications, Sydney 2005.

Papers of Solitude. Poems by Shawki Moslemani
translated by Raghid Nahhas and Noel Abdulahad.
Kalimat Publications, Sydney 2004.

Kalimat — an international periodical of creative writing
in English and Arabic, Sydney, Australia. Published and
edited this magazine between 2000 & 2006. (24 issues.)

FULLMOON 168 534



EPILOGUE

2l s

oy ol
Ghsa> izl Gl aay
¢ (s Aica

— ) el ol
celom ) 8y sl
BIPNES (RO RT P

FULLMOON 169 534



DEAD-IN-WAITING

Fullmoon,

since you

assassinated my reality
years ago,

I have been
‘dead-in-waiting’.

: in ad




Wik

Raghid’s over-nﬂg ph
and what it is and 371‘0*]'
lovers, is exemplifi Ged i
symme Wofnatureggd, € universe. So,
everything is connected, or can be if the
humans are up titt The . fruition
envisaged of all being in one, and one in
all. The kind of genuineove envisaged
being as petpetual in its temporal
existence as the orbit of the moon in
perpetuity.

Written with a combination of
passion and spirit that animates an
essence, often with wit, and the mind
always there to choreograph the whole,
to champion the cause ... the search.

Liat Kirby

.



